The Safety Catch
>ne hand while she put a finger-tip of the other on her lower lip.
5he was a tall thin lady, with white hair, and she wore a dress of
Jack velvet with a high collar and a very full skirt.
"Are you Lifeboats?" she demanded in a stern deep voice.
"Lifeboats?" repeated John, looking down at himself and then
back at the lady.
"Lifeboats," repeated the lady also. "Are you?"
"No. I don't think so," replied John.
"Then you're Cannibal Children," said the lady, with conviction.
"Certainly not," said John indignantly. "Why should I be?"
"Then," said the lady, as if her worst fears were realized, "you
must be the Spanish Prisoner."
"I am nothing of the kind, madam," replied John firmly. "I
cannot imagine what makes you think I'm a Cannibal Child or a
Spanish Prisoner. I'm as English as you are."
"Oh, no. That you're not," said the lady, shaking her head. She
gave John a piercing glance. "I recognize you now. You are the
Spanish Prisoner, and I may as well tell you at Once that your
errand is m vain. And let me add that I personally don't believe a
word of it. Not a word. Such stuff and nonsense."
She puffed the last four words down her nostrils with angry-
scorn. It was evident that no real friendliness could develop until
the little misunderstanding had been cleared up.
"Listen, madam," said John forcibly, "my nafne is John Klooner.
I have never been in a Lifeboat in my life, and I earnestly hope I
never shall. I don't care if the Cannibal Children die of starvation,
or whether the Spanish Prisoner is ever released. I am here because
Mr. Drurnme asked me to call I was informed at the door that he
was expecting to see me. May I see him now, please?"
"You have come here," said the lady, as if she had found the
body, "to ask him for money,"
"Nothing of the kind!" replied John, trying to look as if he had
called with the cheque, "I don't even know why he wants to
see me/*
This did not influence the lady in his favour. She seemed to feel
sure that there was a catch in it somewhere.